THE  GULF  OF  PEARLS

stricken hut. There was nothing. She sat down and wept.
Her tears flowed unchecked until she felt a gentle tug on
her skirt. There stood her faithful cat, a fine grey puss,
with long, soft fur and luminous yellow eyes.

" 'Alas, Tink-i-Poo,3 she cried brokenly. cWhat can I
do ? I have no milk for you, nor any means of sustenance
for myself.*

"Tink-i-Poo continued to rub against her leg, purring
loudly. At that moment her merchant friend came to
say good-bye before departing on his long and hazardous
voyage.'

"'What have you ready for me?' he asked. 'That
which you give me will I sell, and bring back to you its
value in the highest market I discover.3

"Her sobs broke out afresh.

" 'Ayee,3 she sighed.    'I have nothing to send.'

"The merchant glanced round the cottage. An idea
struck him.

" 'Entrust to me your catT he exclaimed. CI will take
her. Who knows, I may sell her handsomely. If not, I
will bring her back to you. At least she will be well fed
and cared for aboard my ship. If she remains with you
she will but waste away.3

"The widow-woman saw the force of his argument.
With many sighs and tears she watched the ship sail away.
When it was lost to view, she turned her back upon the
sea, packed her possessions into a bundle, locked the door
of the hut, and trudged off to look for work. After weeks,
nay months, of fruitless search, she at last returned; ill
from want of proper nourishment, and sick at heart, for
she was old and worn, and nobody had need of her. Where
she had been born and bred, at last she found gentle
employment, which brought enough to keep starvation
from knocking too loudly at the door. Of her unmannerly
sons she heard nothing. They recked not of their mother,
nor of the morrow. They were too busy doing as they willed
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